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THE LETTER BOX 4) 





Dear Editor, 

#21 think S. Meenakshi (Letter 
Box, October '91) is absolutely right. 
Cinema does spoil youngsters. But 
people love films, and films continue 
to show violence and bad values, 





N. Vidya, aged 13, 
Madras - 600 033. 


Dear Editor, 

4: How much was destroyed in the 
Gulf War! Not only buildings, and 
‘monuments, but alsothe very environ- 
ment we live int 

Homeless people now drink and 
‘wash in polluted water, fall sick and 
die. How can we live in society if we 
‘keep polluting it like this? 











R. Amrutha, aged 10, 
Our Lady's Matriculation School, 
Madras. 


Dear Editor, 

‘4 Bvoryday in the newspapers, I 
read of kidnappings and killings. This 
is happening not only in our country, 
but all over the world, 





We should stop fighting for every 
little thing — for this I request my 
brothers and sisters all over the world 


to stand united for the sake of the 
survival of this world, 


B. Radhakrishnan, aged 12, 
Kalpakkam. 


Dear Editor, 
‘# In your October '91 issue, you 
have shown penguins as an illustra- 
tion to the riddle “Why is it difficult to 
‘keep a secret at the North Polo?” 
But penguins live only in the 
South Pole. 


S.Anandhi, aged 12, 
‘Salem - 636 003, 


Oops! Those penguins simply 
slipped past our eagle eyea! Sorry! Ed. 


{omg 


Dear Editor, 

4 A few months ago, a dog lay 
dead inourstreet. It lay there forthree 
days. Itgave out a bad smell, As people 
passed, they would exclaim, “What « 
bbad smell!" and go their yay. 

1A few weoks ago, the body of a 
hhuman-being lay on the main streets. 
It was removed by the corporation 
only after two days. 

People have forgotten to be 
generous and human —even towards 
other men, leave alone animals! 








S.Gandhiraj, 
Madurai - 625 002. 


Dear Editor, 

# Pollution can be solved — if we 
make an effort to follow the solution 
that scientists tell us, 

G. Lakshmanapandian, 
Madurai - 625 016. 
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Dear Editor, 

4 People are becoming too fond of 

money these days. Bribes are so com- 

mon — even to get admission into a 

school, oF for a college seat,or to got 
employment, you need money! 


V. Bhuvaneshwari, aged 10, 
Ambasamudram - 627 401. 


Dear Editor, 

‘What Rajatsays is right. Letter 
Box, September 91). Parents should 
not compel children to study. 
Student's themselves should learn the 
value of education. 


C.Arvindh, 
Vellore -6. 


Dear Editor, 

‘I ngree with Rajat Kohli. Educa- 
tion should make us good, lovable and 
understanding. But people with good 
qualifications now aim to earn more 
money. 





‘Swarna A. Krishnan, aged 13, 
Bhopal. 


Dear Editor, 
4:1 agree with Rajat. We go to 
‘school to develop our personality too. 


Shweta Shetty, aged 12, 
Bombay - 400 094. 


Dear Editor, 

‘# Why can't we have real schools 
‘where there is no competition, where 
‘we really learn things not for getting 
high marks, but to progress in life? 

V. Ramanujam, 
Ahmedabad - 380 015, 





Dear Baitor, 

1 would like to give my opinion 
on Rajat Kohls letter 

We study to gain knowledge and 
become beter. We can not go further 
by reading our lessons just once or 
twice, Concentration is neceenty to 
thoroughly understand them, 

TAs children and students, xo may 
be reluctant toatudy again antagain 
ty curselvan alee oe ate cosipalpd 
{2 do no. Children need to be given a 
toont oe time to tne. 


Hence, when elders say —“Goand 
study — you should stand first in 
class” it will re-kindle the interest to 
do better. 

So I think, education is not u race 
for marks, as Rajat says, buta race for 
children to understand the world by 
becoming better and better. 


R. Mohamed Miandad, 
Madurai - 6. 


‘Seems like Rajat's letter has got 
ou buzzing with ideas and opinional 
We could only publish a few of your 
letters, but what you have written has 
given ws food for thought. 

It inspired us to start Viewpoint’ 
(eve next page). Ed. 
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VIEWPOINT 


Here is a letter from reader B. Vija 





alakshmi of Bangalore. 
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Vijayalakshmi writes of a problem which is becoming very 
common in our country. Since each state is try 





jing to promote its 
own language, English, which was a common link is now taking a 
severe beating. 


Readers, tell us what you think of this problem and share any 
experiences that you have had due to it. 





‘Viewpoint’ is your page for discussing experiences or problems 
which you would like to share with other readers. You can write 
what you think of Vijayalakshmi’s letter or you can start another 
discussion on some other topic of your choice. 
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MORNING 
The sunrises, 


‘The birds are chirping, 
People are awake 


‘To enjoy andther day. 


S. Harish, aged 9 
Pune - 411011. 











THE GRAPHIC 


presents 
DRAWING 
COMPETITION 


exclusive 
for budding artist’s/students 





* 4st prize - Rs. 500/- 

* 2nd prize - Rs. 300/- 
*3rd prize - Rs. 200/- 

and many consolation 
prizes - Rs. 25/- 
ELIGIBILITY: 

sus oa ety 

"THE GRAPHIC 

mtapendance course 9 

GENERAL ART. Those who 

jon our regia course NOW 
‘can also patina 

FOR DETAILS: Apply wth 

ie, 2/ postage en 
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96/6 SW. Boag Ra. 
TT. Nagar Madras 17 Ph 444463 
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STORY-TELLERS and STORIES 
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EVERY CULTURE HAD ITS OWN STORIES ANO VERSES, THAT TELL YOU STORI 
FAIRLY-TALES (OR MAGIC TALES) LIKE THE 
‘ARABIAN NIGHTS. 
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Illustration : 
LALITHA 


THEN... 


BARDS EXISTED IN EARLY SOCIETIES NOT} THUS, NOBODY REALLY THOUGHT OF WRIT. 

ONLY IN INDIA, BUT ALSO IN PEACEFUL| ING A_STORY IN BOOK FORM. WHEN YOU HAD 

SOCIETIES ALL OVER BARDS, WHO NEEDED TO SPEND SUCH A 
Cone TiME WAITING EVERYTHING DOWN? 






[Robes avo Pave. Tese TALES nave] [28 INSTANCE, TNE POPULAR GNDERELLA 
TRAVELLED — AND EACH GOUNTRY AND | EUnopE ALONE THIS TALE IS TOLD IN 800 
Resi Ha rs Gun Veon oe Tew 

See Serene WAYS! 








tw GHIA T00, THE SUN, MOON, RAIN, WIND, 
Wy sAPAN, THE FonCES OF NaTunE wene THADER.ETS. WERE, ” ga 

TwauGnT ro Be GODS AND GobDESSES, ano GODSANBGooDESSES. FT| 

MSW STOMES WERE VOVENAROUND THe THERE WENE GODS ro 








STORY-TELLERS and STORIES 


MANY FACTS THAT WE KNOW TODAY AS THESE STORIES THAT WERE Ti 
Mr one Tae Whar Ete ceaaa RIESE STORIES, THAT. WERE TOLD FCM 
THROUGH THE SCIENCE OF ARCHEGLOGY. WaIrTeN DOWN. SUT MANY” 

PEOPLE HAVE BEEN ABLE TO WRITE ONLY Sucw ae rant 

FOR THE PAST s000 YEARS. SO TLL THAT 

Even ist onv was passeo omar WORDOE 
oom. 





1m 1952, A PHOTOGRAPH WAS FIRST USED 
IN PRINTING, AND LATER COLOUR TOO, 
‘BOOKS COU! 






INTRODUCED. 
wen "WORDS 
{AS PICTURES! 






STORIES TOO, HAVE CHANGED WITH THE 
TIMES. We HAVE LEFT THE WARRIOR- 
HERO BEHIND. TODAY'S TALES ARE 





Seer on THE SCREEN. 
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BUT WE NEVER KNOW WHETHER THE | SUT WRITING DOWN STORIES WAS A a00D 
HEROES AND HEROINES OF THESE | THING — PEOPLE OF ANY AGE COULD READ 
STORIE 


ul DA 
THEM, ANYWHERE IN THE WORLD. WHICH 1S, 
THE WARS | Tiny We STILL ENJOY SHAKESPEARE'S WORKS. 


‘THEY FOUGHT REALLY TOOK PLACE. Wary WE STR iD 





FROM BARD, TO WRITER — STORIES HAVE 
THE STORYTELLER TOO, HAS MANY FACILTIES, COME A” LONG WAY. BUT THEIR MAGIC 
NE CAN USE THE AGE-OLD, HAND.WRITTEN REMAINS. WHAT WOULD A WORLO WITHOUT 
METHOD, THE TYPE.WRITER, OR ACOMPUTER! STORIES BE LIKE? 








HOUSE - HOUSE 


Whenever I take puris for 
lunch, all my friends pounce on 
it and eat it up! 

My puris are always very 
soft. 

‘The secret behind these 
tasty puris is that my mother 
kneads the dough with milk and 
not with water 





Why don’t you too share this 
secret with your mother, and 
enjoy tasty puris for lunch? 


B. Anustia Iyer, 
Nagpur - 400 010. 








With Anusha’s hint how to make tastier puris, we begin this 
page called ‘House-House’. You can send us any ideas which you 
think will be useful to your friends who read ‘Gokulam’. 

Please write your name, age and address clearly on your con- 


tribution. 





JAPAN 


SPOOKY 
STORIES 


host stories have always 
been popular in Japan. In 
ancient times, thesamurai used 
to sit together at night and tell 
spine-chilling horror stories. 
This, they believed would make 
them more courageous. 
This practice became 
popular, and more and more 
pea ark Rte sich 


12 con nme 


people began to use it, Friends 
would gather together at dusk 
and sit in a room lit by a 
hundred candles. These 
hundred candles would be 
covered by blue paper lanterns, 
and thus the whole room would 
be bathed in an eerie blue light. 
‘The story-telling would then 
begin, and as each story was 
told, a candle would be put off. 
‘The deepening darkness would 
become spookier and spookier, 
andin theend, everybody would 
be shivering with fright! 

This form of story-telling 
was called the hyaku mono- 
gatari or a hundred ghastly 
tales. Oncethe hundred candles 
are put off, a hundred spooky 
tales would have been told . 





FAMOUS HORROR STORI 


This tale published in 1897, is a popular horror story 
‘even now. Many of you might have seen the movie, ‘Dracula’. 
But do you know who wrote it? 

Bram (or Abraham) Stoker loved to write of vampires and 
horror—and his most famous vampire was Count Dracula. 





onathan Harker arrives at of the castle like a lizard! He 
Castle Dracula in Transyl- begins to get frightened and dis- 
vania, to work for Count covers that all the doors to the 
Dracula, It is a strange castle, castle are mysteriously shut 
with a stranger Count. tight —he isa prisoner. Now he 
Count Dracula has red eyes knows that he cannot escape 
that stare out from under bushy Dracula who will surely kill 
eyebrows —he has pointed ears him, 
that are very long — red lips 
stand out against a white face 





‘acula is a vampire who 





— a long white mustache, lives on the blood of 
strange prominent teeth and human beings. At night, he 
hair grows on his palms. soars about like a bat in the sky, 


One night, Jonathan sees a looking for prey, No window or 
terrifying sight. The Count door can keep him out, He sinks 
emerges from the window of his his fangs into the victim’s neck 
room and crawls down the wall and drinks the blood. Jonathan 
realizes this when he finds 
Dracula lying in a coffin during 
the day in a strange manner 

After many terrifying ex- 
perience: than somehow 





Jon 
escapes, to tell his tale to his 
fiance Mina, Jonathan and 





Mina get married, 


Ov day, they notice some 
thing strange happening 
to Lucy, Mina’s friend. There 
are two red spots like pinpricks 


on her neck that do not seem to 
heal, and she is fast losing 








blood. They discover that she is 
Dracula's victim, and he draws 
blood fromher neck every night! 
The story ends when they 
discover how to stop the vam- 
pire. Dracula, is reduced to 
ashes and Jonathan and his 
friends are free of him at last. 


oR oer TS 


FRANKevsTEIN 


‘Frankenstein’ is a tale of horror written by Mary Shelley. 
It was written in the year 1816, but even today, it will send 


achill down anybody's spine! 


ctor Frankenstein was a 
young scientist who 
wished to find a way todo 


away with death and disease, 
High up in his college in In- 
golstadt in the Alps of Switzer- 
land, Victor did his 
experiments. 

“Can I possibly find the way 
tobring life to unliving matte 
he wondered, 

And he breathed life into a 
being which he put together 
from dead flesh and bones, 

The creature sat up alive 
And Frankenstein fell back in 
shock, 

“T've created a monster!” he 
cried. and fled to his rooms, 
where he was ill for many, many 
days. 

‘The monster, meanwhile, 
wandered off on his own, and 
reached the woods near In- 
golstadt. There he lived on 
berries, roots and water. 

Te con Teenie 











Days later, the poor monster 
wandered into a village, People 
fled in terror, for he was a hor- 
rible thing to look at, The ter- 
rified people finally drove him 
out of the village, 


He then came to a lonely 
cottage near the woods. He 
watched the family — a blind 
old man and his sons and 
daughters — and he began to 
learn the meaning of words. He 
also learnt how to read from 
books. 

One day, he found some 
papers in the clothes he had 
taken from Victor Franken- 
stein’s laboratory. In that, he 
found all instructions, step by 
step, of how he was made. 

Lonely and sad, the poor 
monster made friends with the 
blind old man, to whom he told 
his sad story. 


‘When the old man’s family 
returned, they drove the 
monster out, for they found him 
horrible and fearful to look at 

This made the monster bit- 
terly unhappy. He made his 
way to Geneva to find his Fi 
creator, Frankenstein, after | First tiger: don’ fee! wel. 
many adventures on the way. Second tiger : It must have 

“Tl kill all your near and | *™*emeoneyouste. 
dear ones unless you grant me|  S.Meenakshi, aged 14, 
one wish,” he told Victor. “Give Coimbatore - 18. 
me a companion who will save 
me from loneliness. Make a monster, but changed his mind, 
creature who'll be my wife. We'll The angry monster now 
go away to the wilds of South began to kill Victor's family off, 
America to live, and never one by one, till only he was 
trouble you again.” alive. Victor fled to Iceland, fol- 

Victor, fearful for his family, lowed by the monster, and he 
began to make a female toodied inthe end 














\. 


first night here. 
The house was an old, ram- 
bling one. It overlooked a wind- 


“ing canal that flowed through 


the city. 

“Yule! What a stink!” thought 
Sumithra, But cool air flowed 
through the window which she 
had opened. Now she under- 
stood why nearly all the win- 








Nameless terror is the stuff that nightmares are made of. This 


story is one for horror story fans. 





t was a hot, sultry night 

Sumithra tossed off the sheet 
that tovered her body, and'sat 
up. 

“Whrr....” It was the fan, The 
current had gone off. 

“Phew!” said Sumithra as she 
got up and walked towards the 
window. The curtains were not 
drawn, but the glass panes were 
tightly shut. 

“No wonder it is so hot," she 
thought. “How ever will the 
room be coo! if the windows are 
shut like this?” 

Fourteen-year-old Sumithra 
had come to visit her old aunt in 
Madras. She was to stay with 
her for a week, and this was her 








dows in the old house were shut, 


8 she lay on her bed, it 

seemed to her, that the 
Stink from the canal was becom- 
ingworse. 

“It must be my imagination, 
she thought. The room was in 
pitch darkness, 

Suddenly, a darkly glowing, 
greenish mist flowed into the 
room. Slowly, it crept through 
the window, until it filled the 
room. 

“I must be dreaming,” 
thought Sumithra, as she lay 
horror-struck on the bed. But 
her limbs seemed paralysed, 
and she could hardly move a 








finger. 

The door to the room opened, 
and a dark figure entered 
Sumithra felt relief. 

“A-aunty!” she whispered. 


ut, no! Was that darkish 

figure really her aunt? It 
‘could not be! The woman gave a 
low laugh, and waved her arm. 
Immediately, the green mist 
took theformofafigure with two 
long arms. It picked Sumithra 


with its horribly long fingers. 
‘They felt cold and slimy. 

‘The figure began to float out 
of the window with Sumithra in 


its arms. 

“Aunty,” whispered Sumithra, 
again. Her throat felt tight. She 
could only whisper. The woman 
gave another harsh laugh, 
turned, and went out of the 
room, shutting the door behind 
her. 

“Aunty!” 

She gave a last whisner. But 
the room was empty. 
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SCIENTISTS WHO MADE HISTORY 














‘arja  Sklodowska, 
today as Madame 


Curie was born in Warsaw on 
November 7, 1867. Her father, 
Professor Sklodowska, was a 
lecturer of science. Marja 
turned to science as a career 
because of the atmosphere in 
which she was brought up. She 





was a Pole by birth. She became 
Madame Marie Curie when she 
married a Frenchman named 
Pierre Curie, a scientist. 

She began her study in War- 
saw, but found that she had no 
scope for further studies, She 
had hoped to study at the 
University of Cracow, which 
was under Austrian rule at that 














ona veer BT 


time, When she expressed her 
desire to study science there, 
the Secretary laughed, and 
refused point blank. 

“Science was not a thing in 
which women should meddle,” 
he said and offered to put her 
name down for cookery classes! 


Finally Marja went to 
Ps ‘The Sorbonne was one of 
the few universities that en- 
couraged women scientists. 
Even in England at that time, 
women were not allowed to take 
medical degrees, and many 
Englishwomen were studying 
medicine in Paris. 





She was not rich enough to 
dovote all her time to study and 
experiment. She lived on the 
fourth floor of one of the Paris 
apartment houses, did all 
housework herself, carried up 
her coals those four flights, and 
had to live frugally. But she put 
her heart and soul into her 
work. Hardships never detered 
her from dedication to her work. 
She taught science as well as 
attended lectures at the Sor- 
bonne, and worked in the 
laboratories there. 


Tr was here that she met 
Pierre Curie, He was born in 
Pari: 1859. He was educated 
at the Sorbonne and the Univer- 
sity of Paris, which later 
rewarded his work with the 
highest honours it had to give. 


BARAT omen 











His lifo was the story of a bril- 
liantly clever man, working 
steadfastly towards scientific 
honours and receiving due 
recognition, In 1895 they were 
married. 


Tn the pursuit of science 
there is above all, the desire to 
discover the truth, In Professor 
Pierre Curie and Marie, that 
desire was stronger than any- 
thing else in their lives. It is 
hard to separate their achieve- 
ments. 





New discoveries were 
taking place every day. In 1895, 





the year of the Curie marriage, 
Rontgen discovered the famous 
rays that wore named after him, 
the fore-runner of the, modern 
Xray. 

Henri Becquerel discovered 
that certain compounds left in a 
dark room in the neighbour- 
hood of photographic plates, 
affected the plates even when 
wrapped in black paper. These 
discoveries proved that there is 
all around us the great force 
known as radio-activit; 
exists in some metals, in the 
rays of the sun, in the 
mineralised water we drink for 
our health. It is thereto be 





+ Elactieally charged particle that ean enter substances that 


though. 


used. If only they could find out 
and separate this power, it 
would be a great achievement 
and the benefits would be incal- 
culable, And it was Madame 
Curie, working with her hus- 
band, who achieved the miracle. 


Madame Curie extracted a 
substance from the compound 
pitchblende which she named 
polonium, after her native 
country Poland, and a second 
element raidum. Radium is the 
most powerful of the radio- 
active* elements, ‘The benefits 
of radium in the field of 
medicine are still incalculable, 
and it has been used with great 
effect against cancer, both to 
cure, and relieve pain. The 
bacteria of such diseasosas 
typhus, cholera, and anthrax, 
can also be killed by radium. 


Great skill and judgement 
are essential for extracting the 
radium in the final processes, 
and the amount obtained is 
very, very small. One ton of 
pitchblende treated with fifty 
tons of water, and five to six 
tons of chemicals, probably 
would yield about six grains of 
radium! 


This was not ordinary 
work, Overwork caused 
Madame Curie’s health to fail. 
She was often forced to leave 
the laboratory to take a much- 

fn ight connate 
738 








needed rest. Her husband 
begged her to give up the fight, 
but she resolutely refused. 

‘These experiments were 
dangerous too. Pierre Curi 
demonstrating radium experi- 
ments in England, was so badly 
burnt, that he could not even 
hold ‘his knife and fork at 
dinner. 

Madame Curie was thirty- 
two when she discovered 
radium. In 1904 the Curies 
sharéd the Nobel Prize for 
physics with Henri Becquerel. 

In 1906, Pierre Curie was 
knocked down by a dray when 
crossing a Paris street and died 
instantly. The shock was ter- 
rible, but Madame Curie found 
great solace in carrying on her 
husband's work. She was 
appointed in his place at the 
Sorbonne, and in 1911, won the 
Nobel Prize for chemistry. 

During the World War — 1 
she helped in the hospitals 
where various forms of radium 
treatment were being carried 
out. 


RB 
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In 1921 the people of the 
United States paid homage to 
her when President Harding 
presented her a gramme of 
radium to help her in her work. 
A similar gift in 1921, from the 
women of America, was accom- 
panied by a small annuity. She 
received other aids, and spent 
all for experiments and in build- 
ing research laboratories. She 
had never cared for personal 
luxury, name and fame, 


She died on July 4, 1934.80 
quietly had she accepted her ill- 
ness that the world which 
honoured her name knew noth- 
ingofher gravestate until aday 
or two before her death! Years 
later, her daughter Madame 
Curie-Joliot and Joliot’s hus- 
band received the Nobel Prize 
for chemistry, for the produc- 
tion of artificial radio-activity in 
the common elements. Madame 
Curie's legacy lives on. 


Dr. M.Q. KHAN. 





Q: What barks more loudly 
than a dog chasing a postman? 

‘A: A group of dogs chasing 
the postman! 


Veda Varadhaganesh, 
Seruvamani - 610205. 
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GOKULAM, November 91225, 








‘SOON TRAVELLERS 
STOPPED COMING To THEBES| 
























‘ONE DAY A LONE TRAVELLER 
WAS SEEN ON THE ROAD 
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THUS, OEDIPUS, THE UNKOWN, 
TRAVELLER, BECAME THE KING 
Lor THEBES | 
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HS.S., 


Madras - 600 033. 


S. Giridharan, aged 10, 
Nightingale Matriculation 





Answers on page 46 
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MASTERSTORY-TELLERS 





“[ began writing because it was what Imost loved 
doing and because I had what all real story tellers 
must have — IMAGINATION!” 


uess, who could have 
made such an audacious 
claim? None else but the one 
and only Enid Blyton who wrote 
a record 400 and more all-time 
popular children’s books! 

“T am happiest when I am 
telling a story — a story with 
plenty of life-like characters, 
with excitement, fun and a real- 
ly good mystery or adventure 
that I myself enjoy,” she once 
told an audience of admiring 
children. 

Her readers too responded 
equally enthusiastically, be- 
cause she wrote to interest all 
age groups. Starting from 
simple bed-time stories for the 
5 or 6 year olds, Enid Blyton 
offers the children a wide 
variety of reading material. Her 
Brer Rabbit books, Flower 
Story, Circus books, Fairy Tales 
‘and Humourous stories... the 
list is endless. 

‘Teenagers have their share 
of fun too. The Secret Seven, the 
Famous Five, The Five-Find Out- 


ers and other adventure stories 
cater totheir quest for thrill and 
action. With every one of the 
Enid Blyton books making it to 
the Best Seller list, it is small 
wonder that over 30 million 
copies of her books are known to 
have been sold! She was 
popular with children of the 
non-English speaking countries 
too. Many of her books have 
been translated in different lan- 
guages. 


I: the light of such great 
popularity asa writer, itmay 
surprise many to know that 





Enid Blyton's childhood dream 
was to become a concert pianist. 
She even took herlicentiate cer- 
tificate from the Royal Academy 
of Music (London). But cir- 
cumstances forced her to start, 
working as a governess. 

Then, she decided to run a 
small school of her own. To 
amuse the children, Enid 
Blyton tried her hand at writing 
short stories, poems and plays. 
‘The themes were often provided 
by the children themselves! 


‘er writing career spanned 
thirty years beginning 
from the 1930's. 
“How do you begin a story? 
Doyou think it all out first?”’she 














was once asked at a children's 
gathering. 

“No. I shut my real eyes and 
look into my mind’s eye. And 
almost at once I see my charac- 
ters — yes, as clearly as I see 
you!” she replied, “I hear their 
voices, their conversations. And 
very soon the whole story is 
being acted out. in my mind's 
eye, and my quick fingers tap 
out what I see on my little 
typewriter, usually on my 
knee!” 

Unexpected situations often 
inspired different types of 
stories, For instance, the crea- 
tion of her all-time popular 
Noddy in Toyland depicting the 
adorable Noddy, Big Ears anda 


host of other amusing charac- 
ters like Tubby Bears, Mickey 
Monkey and Wobbly Man — 
took shape when Enid Blyton 
caught sight of an artist's croa- 
tion of small figures in colour, 
friendly and amusing. 

“T gazed at them enchanted, 
If only I could do a book....” she 
thought. The result was the 
delightful series of Noddy 
books, enjoyed by young and old 
alike! 





cht up to her death in 
1968 at the ripe old age of 





















id Blyton won the heart 
of millions of young readers, all 
over the world. One grateful 
group of children wrote spon- 
taneously, “We would like to do 
something for you because you 
have written so many books to 
delight us.” 

Enid Blyton replied, “Please 
help me with the Children’s 
Home in Beaconsfield where I 
live.” 


lhe Famous Five Club was 

thus started. Its 150,000 
members helped to raise funds 
in countless ways to buy cots 
and toys, little tables and chairs, 
tomake the loveliest Children’s 
Home in England where 
children under 5 who need care 
are looked after. Other Enid 
Blyton readers formed three 
other clubs such as the Sun. 
beam Society to start Sunshine 
Home for blind babies. The 
Spastic Club to take care of 
severely handicapped children 
who have to be taught how to 


eat, speak or walk. And the 
Busy Bee Club was formed by 
animal lovers raising funds for 
buying a fleet of Busy Bee Vans 
to provide free help and healing 
to animals in distress. 


J. RADHAKRISHNAN 








Teis now 23 years since Enid Blyton passed away. But her books 
continue to delight every new generation of young readers 


everywhere, Her spirit lives on! 

















PUZZLES 


BLOOMERS! JUMBLE-BUMBLE 


Aglance at the picture below (Fruits) 
will tell you that the artist has 











got his picture facts wrong! 1. SRGPAE 
Can you spot the mistakes? : Ente 
4, AAANNB 














The names of the fruits 
above are all scrambled up. Can 
you re-arrange them correctly? 

Lakshmi S. Kumar, aged 7, 
Cochin - 2. 
Dear Lakshmi, 
You have not given your com- 
plete address, Please send. it to 
us. Ed. 





Q : Why did the sleepy, 
lfarmer take a hammer to the 
barn loft? : 

‘A: So that he could hit the| 
hay! 


SUPER SCRAMELER: Veda Varadhaganesh, 


Try to un-scramble the Seruvamant - 610205, 
names of these Indian rivers : 
1) AANGG 
2) VUYRCEA 
3) ADMNAAR. 
4) ITTPA 
5) TLJUES : 
6) SDINU 


J. Jayaprashanth, aged 8, 
Coimbatore - 641 045. | 


Bicones Le 





Newt: We are Meena 
and Krishna Pradhan, a 
sister-brother duo from the 
Kingdom of Nepal. 

As in India, we have many 
communities and castes in 
Nepal too. One of them is the 
Newar community, which 
maintains its own calender. 
They are a studious lot, woll- 
known for their wood carving. 

We have to step back to the 
year 880 A. D., to know how 


they came to have their own 
calendar. Nepal was divided 
into many small provinces and 
ruled by as many small rulers. 
One such province was 
Bakthapur, 


he ruler of Bakthapur 

came to know of a secret — 
there was a sacred pond called 
Lakh at Kantipur. Sand col- 
lected from the sacred pond at @ 
cortain time on a particular day 





would turn into gold! 

Accordingly, the ruler sent 
some of his trusted men to col- 
lect the sand, but did not tell 
them the purpose. The loyal 
men collected the sand within 
that specified time and were 
returning to the Bakthapur 
palace, 

‘There lived a Newar named 
Sakwal in Kathmandu, near 
Bakthapur. As the two men 
with the sand passed by, he 
called out to them. 

“Where areyou carrying this 
sand to?” 

‘The men replied, “The king 
has ordered us to collect this 
sand from Lakh for him.” 

Now Sakwal immediately 


began to wonder why the king 
wanted sand to be carried ail 
the way from Lakh to 
Bakthapur. 

So he tricked the king’s men 
into leaving the bags of sand at, 
his house, He requested them to 
collect sand again from the pond 
and carry that to the palace. 
The soldiers, who were not 
aware of the ‘golden’ intention 
behind the king’s order, agreed. 

‘They went back to the pond 
and again collected the sand. 
But by then the specified hour 
had passed. Unaware of the 
great mistake they had com- 
mitted, the loyal soldiers majes- 
tically marched towards 
Bakthapur with the sand bags. 





eanwhile Sakwal was 
tonished to see the 
sand in the bags turn into gold. 
Immediately, he worshipped 
himself. (In Nepali, the single- 
letter word (Ma) means ‘I’, the 
first person. Hence this worship 
is known as Ma Pooja or self- 
worship). 


‘After performing Ma Pooja, 
Sakwal ran madly towards the 
palace. He told the king that he 
would repay all the loans that 
the province had taken, but on 
one condition. The unique con- 
dition was that the king should 








agree to the starting of a new 

year from that date onwards. 
Thus was born the Newari 

New Year in the year 880 A. D 


lhe Newari New Year is 

celebrated on the fourth 
day of the 5-day Tyohar 
(Deepavali) festivities of the 
Nepalis. On that night, the 
Newari men perform the self- 
worship, Ma Pooja, the same 
way Sakwal did some 1111 
years ago! 


S. BALAKRISHNAN 















‘Mummy’ Tales 


«that the embalmed body of 
a Pharoah was placed in a 
carved stone coffin known as 
the sarcophagus? 

‘The sarcophagus was sealed 
and put into a remote chamber 
of the tomb or pyramid. 


that Egyptians are said to 
have regarded their tombs as 
their permanent dwelling? The 
idea that the spirit will once 
again‘ enter the body, made 
| them carefully embalm and 
mummify it. The tomb (house of 
the dead) was magnificently 
furnished with all sorts of 
treasures. 





«that a child’s tomb would be 
filled with toys and a warrior's 
tomb will be filled with his 
spears? In the same way, a 
hunter’s mummy would be en- 
tombed with his bows and ar- 























_.that in the tombs of all impor- 
tant_men, the Egyptians put a 
wonderful set of writings called 
the Book of the Dead. It was 
supposed to be written by 
Thoth, the scribe of the gods. 


that the Bgyptians careful- 
ly made each copy of the Book of 
the Dead? They got scribes and 
artists to write it out and paint 
the pictures in bright colours. 









w.that the walls of the tom 
and pyramids were painted with 
wonderful and colourful pie- ( 
tures and frescoes. The peculiar 
thing about their art is that the 
pictures usually showed 
profiles and noshades of colours 
were used. And even in profile 

— the full eye was drawn on the 
face, as it would be if you saw 
the face from the front! 

















BEST OF 
FRIENDS 


“oT trusted her, she is my 
friend!" cried Leena. She 
had joined a story writing com- 
petition. She had not been well 
and had given her classmate 
Vani the script to be handed over, 
tothe teacher. Vani was also her 
neighbour. She was good at 
studies and everyone liked her. 
‘This made Leena jealous of her. 
Leena had written a story 
about a girl who was jealous of 
her friend. It was good and well- 
written, and Leena was confi- 
dent that she would win a 
medal. But she had not even 




















received a certificate! She did 
not even get the participation 
certificate which the others had 
received! This made her doubt 
whether Vani had handed over 
the article to the teacher. She 
did not ask Vani straight away, 
but decided to give her back in 
kind, “Tit for tat! It'l serve her 
right!” thought Leena, 


he next week a drawing 

on was an- 
nounced. Vani was a good artist 
and had joined it. The painting 
had to be drawn and painted in 





\} school, and then posted to Delhi. 


Vani was sitting and drawing in 
class. Beside her was the con- 
tainer of water to clean the 
brushes. Leena purposely tilted 
it over as if by mistake. The 


waterfellon Vani’spaintingand 
soiledit. 

“Oh, I am sorry!” cried 
Leena. 
Vani calmly smiled and said, 
“It does not matter Leena. After 
all it was an accident. I'll soon 
put it right.” The deft artist 
touched it up } so well that it 
looked as if nothing had hap- 
pened. 

Leena was rather surprised 
‘at Vani’s behaviour. She took 
another look at the beautiful 
painting. She could restrain 
herself no longer and began to 
ery. 


rani was surprised. Leena 

told Vani that she had 
pushed the water container on 
purpose and how she had 
thought that Vani had not 
handed over the article to the 
teacher. 


“I gave the article to the 
teacher and she had posted it!” 
said Vani surprised. “The 
names of the winners of the 
President's Gold Medals will be 
announced in a few days.” 

Soon the day arrived and 
Leena was overjoyed. For 
she had been awarded the 
President's Gold Medal for the 
best story! She felt bad for 
wrongly accusing Vani. 

‘The results of the painting 
competition too arrived. Vani 
got a Gold Medal for the best 
painting. 

Both friends were happy. 

“Lam sorry for doubting you, 
Vani!” Leena confessed. 

“Well — I am your best 
friend aren't 1?” asked Vani 
laughing. 


K.S. Roopa, aged 12, 
Stella Maris School, 
Bangalore - 560 003. 











‘THE FASCINATING NINES 





997 = 9801 
999? = 998001 
9999? = 99980001 
999997 = 9999800001 
9999997 = 999998000001 


99999997 = 9999998000001 
999999997 * 9999999800000001 
999999999" = 999999998000000001 
9999999999" = 99999999980000000001 


S.H. Aravind, aged 10, Madurai - 625 016 
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Lesson 


nce upon atime ina 
forest, there lived a 
very bad fox. He 
would tease the other 
animals and sometimes 
even kill their young ones! 

In the same forest there 
lived two monkeys. They 
were very clever. They 
decided to teach the fox a 
lesson. 

The next day, one of the 
monkeys invited the fox fora 
feast in their house. The fox 
greedily agreed. The other 
monkey, meanwhile, madea 
hole in the floor of their house 





and covered it with a piece of 
wood. He then made a small 
hole in the piece of wood. The 
monkey got into the hole and 
covered it with the wood. 


he fox cam& to the 

feast and sat right on 

the piece of wood. 
After sometime, it's tail'slid 
into the small hole that the 
monkey had made. The 
monkey sitting inside gave 
the tail a hard tug. 

“Ah...” screamed the 
fox and ran out of the forest. 
He was never seen again. 
The animals lived happily 
ever after. 


Arpita Shivamani, aged 8, 
Vidyaniketan School, 
Madras-600 083. 





PUZZLES Es 


ANAGRAM TEASERS! 


An anagram is a word formed by re-arranging the letters of 
another word. For example - ‘meat’ can be re-arranged to form 
‘team’. Find the anagrams for the words given below with the help 


of the clues given alongside. 
1) MADE —A lady 
2) READ — Be bold enough! 


3) SOURCE — Ground where races are run 
4) NEVER —A tissue which carries sensation to the brain. 


ROYAL SEARCH! 


Thenames of Indian kings 
are hidden in these pyramids 
below. Can you put them in 
order by re-arranging the let- 
ters? 


ho oK 2 A 


AHA 
V. Padmavathy, aged 12, 
J.R.K.M.H.S. School, 
Madras. 






S. Jeyaram, aged 13, 
‘Trichy - 620 021. 






IDOL MESSAGE! 


Ti was midnight. Inspector 
Rohit paced his room. “How de 
I find that idol?” he wondered. 

An extremely valuable idol 
had been stolen from a city 
temple the previous day. 

‘The clock struck one. The 
noise of a motor-eyele rent the 
air. It stopped before his 
bunglow, and a man cropt up, 
jumped over the wall and 
sneaked upto a window. 

Inspector Rohit was down in 
no time, and he landed a blow 
upon the intruder’s back. But 
the man was strong. 

‘Twisting from Robit’s grip, 
he fled on his motor-cycle, leav- 
ing a torn purse behind. 

The purse contained an 
embroidered napkin like this: 


SECRET INSECT! 


Tr you arrange the words alongside correctly in the grid, 


you will get the name of a beautiful insect to be read from 
top to bottom. 





GRASSHOPPER 
WORM 
DRAGONFLY 
CATERPILLAR 
FLY 

















BEE 
MOSQUITO 
ANT 
MOTH 


Prithvi, K. P., aged 11, 
jombay. 

Dear Prithvi, 

You have not given 


wuraddress. Please vend 
: Bio us. Ba. 






























































Subash U. Nair, aged 14, 
Can you help Inspector _St4- MX Model English 
Rohit decipher the message? Bombay. 





Answers on page 46— 








VEGETABLE ROLL | 





[HOWTO MAKEIT: | 





You Need: 
Thick slices of very fresh 
bread 

Cucumbers and tomatoes 
cut into very fine slices. 
Green Chutney 

Tomato Sauce 

‘Tooth-picks 

Shredded cottage cheese 
Alittle help from an elder for 
cutting the vegetables. 


Miix cheese with sauce ina 
bowl. Cut the crusts off the four 
sides of the bread slices. 

Apply a thin film of green 
chutney over a slice of bread. 
Spread vegetables over halfthe 
slice, leaving the other half free. 

‘Apply the sauce and cheese 
mix over the vegetables. Hold 
the vegetable stuffed side of the 









bread firmly, and roll it up. Seal 
the rolled-up ends with two 
tooth-picks. 

Your vegetable roll is ready 
for a bite. 


NUTTY-CHOCO CAKE | 
You Need 

Fresh Broad 

50 gms cocoa powder: 
(according to taste) 

200 gms sugar powder 
(according to taste) 

A little butter, and 
home-made cream. 

Jam 

Cashewnuts and raisins 








Mix the cocoa powder with 
the sugar and eream and make 





‘a smooth paste. 

‘Take a slice of bread and 
apply this paste to one side. 
Apply jam to the other side. Do 
this to five slices of bread. 

Now place those slices one 
on top of the other, after sprink- 
ling bits of cashewnuts and 
raisins in between. 

Place this cake in the fridge 
for some time. 

When the ceke is hard, 
remove it, cut it into thin verti- 
val slices, and serve! 


Suba Vasudevan, aged 12, 
Bombay - 64. 








ANSWERS 


























Page 42 
ANAGRAM TEASERS! 
1, Dame 
2. Dare 
3. Course 
4, Nerve 


ROYAL SEARCH! 


1. Akbar 

2, Raja Raja Chola 

3. Kattabomman 
(A Pandya King) 

4, Shivaji 

5. Ashoka 


IDOL MESSAGE! 


‘The message on the towel 
read —“BRING IDOL TO OLD 


BOAT HOUSE AT FOURAM.” | 


This is how you decipher it, 
Various letters of the alphabet are 
inserted between each letter of 


the message. Soyou leave A and 
take the next jeter, leave B, 
take the next letter... The let- 
ters you have thus taken form 
the message. 

Inspector Rohit found the 
thieves in no time, and the idol 
was restored to the temple! 


SECRET INSECT! 
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Ramu : Do you always have a| 
ifforence of opinion with your wife? 
Shyam : Always except onee, 
Ramu : When was that? 
‘Shyam : When our house caught} 
fire. Both of shouted together for help!| 
Padma D., 
Raichur - 584 101. 
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[RIDDLES | 


Q: What is the best year for 











Ine howls on the prairie 


kangaroos? while the other prowls on the 
hairy! 
\ 
\ Q : What book tells you all 
\ about chickens? 





A: Aleap year! 


Q: What is the difference be- 
tween a coyote and a flea? 





A: HENCYCLOPAEDIA! 


S. Meenakshi, aged 14, 
Coimbatore - 18. 








THE WIND 


"The wind comes from nowhere, 
‘And blows wildly everywhere, 

‘And whipping my face and heir, |. 
Tt goes off somewhere. P 
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Suzzie Rachel Joy, aged 10, 
Madras 
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AN-EATERS 


or tre SUNDARBANS ! 


Te: are certain hamlets in 
the Sundarbans whereonly 
Widows live—inextremepoverty 
and humiliation — their men 
having been killed by the Royal 
Bengal Tigers. Human-beings 
dare not the normal diet of the 
tiger. So what makes it become a 
man-eater? 


iterally, Sundarban 
means of Sundari 
trees. Sundarbans, a 
low-lying peninsula of 
about 4000 square 
miles in Southern Bengal criss- 
crosséd by rivers like Matla, 
Vidyadhari, ete. is the home of 


the Sundari tree. It was once a 
dense forest area, where human 
habitation was very thin. 

Lord Hamilton, a Britisher, 
turned it into a resettlement 
area where lat was owned by 
wealthy people of the Contai 
sub-division (the British army) 
in the Midnapore district of 
West Bengal. The landscape, 
thus, has changed with the pas- 
sage of fime. The transmigra- 
tion of people from different 
areas, including refugees from 
Bangladesh has made the pie- 
ture very different today. 

Because of increasing 
human habitation, the number 





Sea owe 






of tigers has began to dwindle. 
A few voluntary agencies like 
the World Wildlife Fund, along 
with the government, have 
formed Tiger Projects to 
prevent this species from be- 
coming extinet. 


he Bengal Tiger 
muscular and heav 


This carnivore is often 
a man-eater, because 
it finds it easier to lift 
the poor honey-gatherers who 





erie 








come to the edge of 
the forest to collect 
honey. It also picks 
up innocent children 
— it jumps upon their 
necks and breaks 
them into two. 

A full-grown tiger 

weighing about 150 
kgs. and measuring 
10ft.4” can move very 
swiftly after gulping 
down 10kgs. of meat. 
Its sense of smell is 
very feeble, but it has 
a very acute sense of 
hearing. 
The tiger will eat 
half a buffalo or cow, 
and this will keep it 
going without food for 
upto four days at a 
stretch. But there are 
some days when it 
does not get food and 
really starves. It is a 
fussy eater — it will 
only eat what it finds tasty! 












full-grown tiger's 

paws are very power- 
ful. Its teeth too, are 
as powerful as its un- 
sheathed claws. 

The Royal Bengal Tiger is 
very particular about the place 
where it eats its meal. It drags 
the victim to a shady spot where 
it can eat at leisure. 

Human-beings are not the 
normal diet of the tiger. When a 





tiger is wounded very badly, 
and the wound does not heal, it 
becomes weak. So it is unable to 
catch its normal prey. That is 
when it takes to pouncing upon 
human prey. 

There are more than 200 
tigers in the Sundarbans. Tiger- 
hunting has been prohibited by 
the Tiger Project authorities. 
But steps are taken to tackle 
ferocious man-eaters. Certain 
areas too, have been marked off. 
exclusively for the breeding of 
tigers. 

‘There are certain hamlets in 
the Sundarbans where all the 
male members have been killed 
or wounded by tigers. The hap- 
less widows lead lives of ex- ‘Banabili’ the god- 

“= 07 the tral of prey. dess of the forest, and 

pay homage and of- 
ferings to the dif- 
ferent gods and 
goddesses whose rep- 
resentatives are 
tigers. 
The tiger lives 
upto 20 or 26 years. 
Its lives in dens or 
lairs and keeps 
changing them con- 
yf stantly. It makes 
J rounds of a par- 
treme poverty. Some boys and ticular area every fortnight, 
men carry marks of attacks on which means, every 15 days, it 
their necks. will return to the same spot. 
here are many myths This makes it easy for poachers 
woven around the to jie in wait for it, and kill it. 
magnificent tigers. The tiger also chooses to 
That is why the remain closetowater-holes and 
simple villagers living jushes. 
near the forest areas worship 
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‘The Royal Bengal Tigress 
bears cubs only once in two 
years. She is a good mother and 
often plays and gambols with 
them, But when she gets angry, 
she will pick her whimpering 





Dear Anil, 
You have not given your complete 
address. Please send it to us. Ed. 








cub in her mouth and either 
crush it, or throw it some dis- 
tance away. Usually, the cubs 
know when their mother is 
angry and keep away. As the 
cubs grow, the mother teaches 
them how to protect them- 
selves, Their coat becomes a 
bright glow of yellow, and they 
too, learn to hunt. 


Like other members of 
nature, this tiger is a 
fascinating beast. And we 


hope it will remain a part of the 
Sundarbans and maintain the 
delicate ecological balance in 
that region 


Text : 
BANERJI. 
Photographs: 
DEBABRATA BANERJEE. 
Illustrations : LALITHA. 
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FACT FILE! 


F: the last seven centuries, 
the world has waited to see 
the collapse of the Leaning 
Tower of Pisa. This colourful 
and well-known tower has 
threatened to fall ever since it 
was built! 

Pisa, the capital of the 
province of Tuscany in the heart 
of Italy, has lost 260 million 
sterling pounds for the last two 
years, as the tower was closed 
to public view from 1989. 

‘The construction of the 
tower, was begun in 1117 A. D. 
and was designed 185 feet high, 
and having seven levels. But 
the construction was stopped 
after three levels. After 90 
years, it was again taken up, 
and finally completed in the 
1th century. The weight of the 
masonry caused the foundation 
to settle unevenly, and the 
tower began to tilt towards 
south-side, 


N; one was able to arrest 
the tower's tilt, which is at 
present at the rate of 1.18 mm. 
per year. It is already five 
meters off the vertical. Now the 
Government has appointed a 
commission under the Chair- 
manship of Mr. Michele Janios- 
kowski, a Polish Professor of 
Geo-technical Engineering at 
‘Turin University. They have 
decided to withdraw water 
from the north side which will 
help to firm-up the clay, as well 
‘as force the tower to settle back 












or PISA 


towards north. This will in turn, 
take the pressure off the walls of 
the south-side. 

If the tower collapses, not 
many will come to see the 
remains. And ifthe internation- 
al experts do succeed in 
straightening the Tower, who 
would want to see a perfectly 
vertical Tower of Pisa? 





U. P. Shylaja, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 560 010. 
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r: Hey! Where do you think 


you're going with those three spoons? 
i Man : Doctor's orders! 
. Waiter : What do you mean? 
Man : See! He has prescribed - 
‘Take three spoons after each meal"! 


Professor : Why are you late for 
the lecture? 
Raju: overslept, sir! 
Professor : What? You sleep at 
home too? 
D. Prabhakar, aged 15, 
- TB.Dam.{ © 





Dear Prabhakar, 
You have not given your complete 
address. Please send it io ys. Ed. 














‘Man : If cut across the field, will 
catch the 6.30 bus? 

Farmer : If my bull sees you, 

‘you'lldefinitely catch the 6,18 insteac 

‘Smitha Paul, aged 13, 

Bangalore - 560 057. 








Dear Smitha, 
You have not given your complete 
address. Please send it ious. Ed, 











from the dresaing:room to the ring? 

Opponent : Yes. But you won't 
hhave to walk back! 

‘Satish Balasubramanian, 

aged 15, 

Hosur - 635 109. 


Sabrina: want to posta lettorto 


Washington, 
Suresh: thought he was dead! 
Joydeep S., aged 15, 

‘Mangalore - 575 010. 














a 


Museum curator : This is the 
‘skull of the famous scientist, Albert 
Einstein. 

Ravi : But... this is very 
Didn't he have a large head? 

Museum curator : Ahem... ah, 
xyes! But this was his skull when he 
was a boy! 


nall! 











Atan interview... 
Employer : What is your name? 
Candidate 
Employer 
Candidate : It should bet! 

lived in this area for twenty you 















Agricultural professor : (look: 
{ng at the trees on the farm) : Hmm. 
Idon’t thinkyyou will get morethan ten 
kilos of apples this year. 

Farmer : I expect 1 won't, 
‘Those are mango trees! 





‘Geetha’ 
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soto oblon, 


‘eenu was all concentra- 

tion as she tried tosolve a 
difficult problemin algebra. She 
did not notice the agitated faces 
ofher friends around her. 

In the morning-assembly, 
the Principal had announced 
his new scheme. Every girl had 
to donate a book to the school 
library on her birthday! 

“My goodness,” exclaimed 
Neetu, “Now I have to ask my 
mummy for ten rupees!” 

“Will she give you the 
money?” asked a curious Bindu. 

“Oh, certainly she will! But 
she will not like it!” Neetu 
replied. “And it has to be my 
birthday tomorrow!” She sighed 
gloomily. 

“True,” agreed Sunita. 
“Next Monday is my birthday. 
But then it falls during the first 
week of the month. A week after 
payday. And my dad will cer- 
tainly have enough cash to 
spare me the money,” she said 
confidently. 


6 ow can everybody 

I ae ea book to 

school library?” Chitza’s voice 
steele B Ee baa 





was vehement and all eyes 
turned towards her, except 
Meenu’s. 

“Why are you annoyed 
Chitra?" asked Bindu, “After all 
you can afford it!” 

“But what about girls like 
Meenu! She studies on a 
scholarship and she can’t spare 
that much money!" declared 
Chitra, 

Meenu was still engrossed 
in the problem, 

“Meenu!” called Chitra, 
“You don't seem to be worried 
about this!” 


eenu smiled. “My 
birthday,” she said. “Was 
over last week itself.” 

“So what?" retorted Bindu. 
Next year would be here in a 
trice!” 

“No! Not in my case,” Meenu 
smiled again, “Before my next 
birthday, the library would 
have collected enough books 
and then I won't have to search. 
for money to buy a book!” 

All the girls were puzzled, 
and Meenu laughed at their be- 
wilderment. 








she continued. he turned to her book 
“My birthday comes only oncein again, still trying to solve the 
four years, 1am aleap year girl, difficult algebra problem, 
having been born on 29th 

February. 
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LITERACY : 
THE THREE R'S 
iharhasthe lowest literacy 
Bus: in India 88.54%. The 
national average of literacy is 
52.11%. 

One is said to be literate 
if he or she knows the three 
R’s — Reading, Writing and 
doing simple Arithmetic. 





Source : PIB 
S, BALAKRISHNAN 
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Name : Remya Dhanapalan, 
‘Age: 13 years, 

‘Address : D/343, Sector - 20, 
Rourkela - 769 005, 

Sundergarh (Dist,) 

Orissa. 

Hobbies : Drawing, painting, craft, 
Hindi musie, and making pen-friends, 





Name : Aparna Chakraborty, 





Hobbies : Collecting stamps, coins 
‘and match-boxes, drawing, playing 
cricket, football, badminton, ete. 


Name : 8, Shobana, 
Age +11 years, 

‘Address : 40, Samumudali Street, 
Pattukkottai - 614 601 






| 





Hobbies : Collecting cards, stamps 
‘and coins, reading comics, listening to 
‘songs, and watching movies, 


Name: Nithin K., 

‘Age :13 years, 

‘Address : 14, Dilwara, 

‘Anushakti Nagar, 

BARC. Colony, 

Bombay - 400 094. 

bus tickots, 
re books 


hg car races, eating 


Ag 

Address :11/4, Jeovarathnam Nagar, 
Ast Mloor, 

Madras - 600 020. 

Hobbies : Painting, saving: money, 
reading books, dancing and singing, 


Name : Chirag Bhatt, 
‘Age: 14 years, 
‘Address : B-3/9, II floor, 
Plot No. 3, Punit Nagar, 


| 
E 





Borivli (W), 

Bombay - 400 092. 
Hobbies : Stamp collecting, drawing, 
playing indoor and outdoor games, 


chess, reading comics and repairing 
smalll devices. 








Name :K. Aravinth Marisamy, 
Age: 11 years, 
‘Address : 548-B, Harveypatti (P.0.), 
“Laxmi Stores", 
‘Thiruparankundram, 
5. 
Readingbooks, cycling, and 
his shop. 



















stickers, 


Name : P. Francis, 
‘Age 116 years, 


Sowripalayam, 
Coimbatore - 28, 
Hobbies : Reading, drawing, paint- 
ing, dancing, singing, eyeling, eraft- 
work and gardening, 


Name :8, Subramaniyan, 
Age : 15 years, 

‘Address :7 Ponnagar, 
Medical College Road, 
‘Tanjore - 618 007 





Hobbies : Collecting stamps, coins, 
mateh-box labels, games, travelling 
and painting. 


‘Name : Dhanya Parthasarathy, 
‘Age: 14 years, 

‘Address : 14, Vecrabhadran Street, 
Nungambakkam, 

‘Madras - 600 034, 

Hobbies : ‘Gokulam’, Classical and 
Western music, sewing, collecting 
‘stamps and reading Archie comics. 


Name : Deepa Vaidyanathai 
Age: 15 years, 
‘Address :9 'B' SI 
Deondayal Road, 








Bombay - 421 
Hobbies : Read 
learning new, 


ess :87, Nilayam Op 
oboe Kara 4 





Name : Rajathi James, 

‘Age: 14 years, 

‘Address : Durai Cottage, 

Fernhill (PO), 

Ooty - 843.004, 

Hobbies : Reading books, collecting 
stamps and coins, needle work, 
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A BEAUTIFUL 
SUNNY MORNING 


A beautiful sunny morning, 
With the sun glowing above; 
Spreading all its light, 
Evenly on the earth below. 


The river flowing pa: 









Somewhere, it 
Somewher 





A while after, we can see, 

When arises the city; 

People move about in a hurry, 

Forgotting all about the morning's beauty. 


Swapna D., aged 13, 
Bhopal - 23. 




























run was very shy. He 
studied in the sixth 
tandard and was eleven 


years old. Sunitha, his sister 
‘was two years younger to him. 
He lived in Bombay, but soon, 
his father was transferred by 
the company he worked for, and 
posted in Madras. 














Their house in Madras was 
near the Marina Beach. So 
every evening, after school at 4 
o'clock, Arun went to the beach, 
while his sister went home. 

One Wednesday, Arun went 
to the beach after school as 
usual, He sat on the sand build: 
ing a mud palace. There were @ 








©. few people on the beach. A little 


boy sat alone, playing on the 
sand, The boy got up and moved 


R towards the water. Suddenly, a 


strong tide crashed on shore 
knocking the boy off-balance. 


= He fell into the water and began 


to drown. 


Arun was a good swimmer. 
He jumped into the water and 
swam towards the boy, He 
dragged him to the shore, 


Many people began tocrowd 
around them. Arun laid the boy 
flat on the sand and gently 
made him vomit the sea water 
he had swallowed. 


“Where are his parents?” 
cried one person, 

“Oh, the poor child!” cried the 
other, 

Suddenly, a woman came 
running up. 

“Oh, theboy!” shecried."Ishe 
alive?” 

She began fussing over him. 

“Both his parents are scien- 
tists,” she wailed. “What would 
I do if something happened to 
him?” 





Arun quietly slipped out of 
the crowd and ran home. His 
clothes were wet, and his watch 
was lost. He knew he would be 
scolded for that. He entered his, 
house sadly. Only his sister was 
at home, for his mother had 
gone to the market. 

“You are wet!” she cried. 
“What happened?” 

She rinsed his wet clothes 
and put them out to dry. But 
Arun would not tell her what 
happened. 

Their mother came home and 
burst out, “Do you know? Some 
boy saved the scientists’ son 
from drowning. But he ran 
away before anybody saw who 
he was.” 

Immediately his sister un- 
derstood. 


“ 

‘Tt was Arun, mummy!” she 
cried. Arun hid his face and ran 
out onto the terrace. 


But slowly, he told them his 
story. 

His mother told a few of her 
friends the news. Soon, it 
spread like wildfire around the 
colony. 


The parents of the boy he 
had saved, heard of it too, They 
threw a party, and invited 


a 





everybody in the colony. And do 
you know who the guest of 
honour was? Arun, of course! 
‘The two scientists presented 
him with a brand new watch. 
Arun put it on his wrist. It 
looked good. 

Arun is not that shy now. He 
is proud of his brave deed. But 
it will take a long time for him 
to really forget his shyness! 


Deepa Krishnan, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 560 003. 
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nce upon a time, there 

3 Or a boy called Gopal. 

His father was a fisher- 

man, and they lived in a little 

hut by the sea-shore. Close-by, 
was a fine mango tree. 

Every afternoon, Gopal 

would visit the tree. He would 

situnder it, and watch theboats 


on the sea. Very soon, he and 
the tree became fast friends. 


May and June brought 
ripe mangoes, hanging in 
clusters on the tree. 

Gopal would ask his friend, 
“Can I have some mangoes 
please?” 

And the tree would reply, 
“They are yours, friend!" 




















‘Thus years passed — and 
Gopal soon became a man. Now 
he was twenty years old, and he 
was to be married. 

A day before the wedding, 
Gopal went to the tree — 
“Please give me some fresh 
leaves, friend!” 

“They are yours!” replied the 
tree. 

Gopal strung the leaves 


turned to the tree. “Friend! I 
need your branches to build a 
house.” 

“Take them,” replied the 
tree as usual. “They are yours.” 

So, the next day, Gopal came 
with an axe, and lopped the 
branches off. And soon his small 
house was built, 





Three years passed. Then 











together and hung them at his 
door. They looked fresh and 
green, 


Two weeks later, Gopal 
and his wife sat under the 
mango tree, watching the boats 
on the sea. 

“We need a small house,” 
said his wife, Leela. 

“Yes,” replied Gopal. He 





came a year without rain. Crops 
died, and Gopal and Leela, with 
the rest of the village, had noth- 
ing to eat. 

‘The next year too, famine 
stalked the land. 

“We cannot stay here 
anymore,” said Gopal. 

“Let's cross the sea and go to 
another land,” said Leela. So, it 
was decided. 








it what do we do for a 
boat?” asked Leela. “The old one 
has fallen apart and is rotten to 
the bottom plank!” 

Gopal went to his old friend 
—the mango tree. 

“| need your trunk to make 
a boat,” he told the tree. 

“Take it,” replied the sturdy 
tree. “It’s yours!” 





So they were off to the new 
country. There, they were no 
better — they remained as poor 
as before. Years passed, and as 
they grew old, Leela became ill. 
Both returned by their boat to 
their native land. 

‘There they rested by the 
roots (for only the roots were left 
of the kind old mango tree) of 





‘Teacher: What happened to your 
hand Ahmed? 

Ahmed : I put my hand into the 
donkey's mouth toseehow many teeth 
ithad. 

‘Teacher : And? 

Ahmed : It shut its mouth to see 
‘how many fingers I had! “ 

‘TK. Viswanath, aged 9, 
Bhubaneshwar -751 012. 


Tommie 





the tree. As Leela lay down, 
tired and hungry, Gopal caught 
some fish. 

“Friend tree!” he cried. “How 
are you?” 

“Lam well!” replied the tree. 

“Give me your roots to fry 
the fish!” 

“Take them,” sighed the 
tree. 





So the roots too were cut 
off, a fire made, and the fish 
fried. 

Gopal said, “Friend tree! 
How good you are to me!” 

But there was no answer. 


G.V. Vidhya, aged 13, 
Madras - 600 018. 





Little Cannibal : (pointing to an 
aeroplane) Is it good to eat? 

Daddy Cannibal: It’s like a 
lobster, dear. You can eat only what's 
inside. 





Satish Balasubramanian, 
aged 15, 
Hosur - 635 109, 
A: 
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“ 
I Seven.. 
Five. 








Six. 
Four 

‘Three... Two.... One. 

ZERO!" WHOOSH! 





The rocket zoomed through 
the air with great speed, carry- 
ing its two passengers. Mr Amit 
Banarje; an experienced man in 
the field of astronomy, and me, 
the youngest boy to set foot on 


> 


the moon after the rocket lands! 
The rocket was now 1000 kms. 
above sea level. | was worrying, 
Unnecessarily, I thought. With 
an experienced man with me, 
why should I worry? But still, T 
had a horrible feeling. You too 
would, had you gone instead of 
me. But you know anything can 
happen on such a risky mission. 





ae 





We were now in space. Not 
exactly, We were inside the 
rocket which was in space - so 
indirectly we were in space. A 
voice came through my radio. 

“Well, Are you enjoying your- 

self, my boy?” asked Mr Amit. 
th... Not quite. You see...” 
Understand, But don't 
worry. Nothing will happen.” 
‘Then again, all was silent, A 
voice came through the radio, 
“Barth calling Moon-Rocket. 
Come in please.” 

“Moon-Rocket calling Barth 
over" replied Mr Amit. 

“Barth to Moon-Rocket, Is all 
well? Over 

“Yes, Over.” 

“Keep in contact with us 
Over” 

“All right, Over” 

After the brief conversation, 
it showed me through 















re you hungry?" he asked. 
“Yes,” I replied. 


He took me to a room and 
asked me to sit. We ate with the 
help of tubes, Mr Amit said, "We 
are eating via feeding tubes. If 
we ate ordinarily, the food 





would fly, as there is no 
gravity.” 
We went to the control room, 
A voice came through the radio, 
“Barth calling Moon Rocket. 
Are you receiving me? Over.” 
“Receiving you loud and 
clear!” replied Mr. Amit, 
“Barth to Moon-Rocket, You 
will land on the moon in 22 
minutes,” 
“Yes,” 
After a whi 
“5 minutes left.” 











“1 minute left.” 





‘Ten seconds 
Bight... Seven... Six... Five... 
Four... Three... TWo... One... 








“Woke up Madhusudan, 
or you will sleep throughout the 
day!” 

T woke up with a start/ 

“My god! Look at the time. 
It’s 9.30,” my mother said. 

“Oh mother. I had an excit- 
ing dream,” I replied and ran off 
to the bathroom. 

D. Madhusudhan, aged 13, 
Springdales School, 
New Delhi. 








eg 


72 Gon avereert 





Geometry Teacher : What is 

formed when two planes intersect? 
Raju: An iret 
B. Girija, aged 13, 
New Delhi - 110 049. 











PUZZLES 











Here are some words beginning with ‘Q’. Can you find out 
what they are? The clues alongside will help you. 








D)A-hard mineral used in clocks Q 
2)A general knowledge test. Q 
8)An animal with fourfeet Q—— 
4)To shake or tremble Q— 

5)A figure with four sides Q—— 


S, Aravindh Kumar, aged 9, Dolphin School, Madurai - 16, 


WORD PLAY 


Many words begin with ‘inter’, Can you fill in missing letters 
with the help of the clues? 























1, INTER — ‘The inside of a building. 
2. INTER — ‘The time between two events, 
3, INTER — International Polico Organisation. 
4, INTER — : Curiosity about something. 
R. Vinod Krishna, aged 12, HAL High School, Hyderabad. 
CAPITAL JUMBLE 4) CACAD, 
5) OOLOMCB 


Re-arrange each of the seven 6) UBBSON.- SEAIR 
jumbled words to arrive at the 7) JGNIBIE 
names of seven capital cities in Name of the country — 
the world. 

Next, re-arrange the letters. § ——————————~ 
underlined to arrive at the —— (two words) 
name of a country. 





1) KOOYT. R. Hrishikesh, aged 10, 
2) HIDEL Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan 
3) DAMBAILSA School, Coimbatore. 
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BUT, THAT NIGHT— 
































I—< 
THE FOOLISH RAJA WAS SWAYED BY HIS 
'MANTRI'S WORDS. 












































ECONOMICS AND YOU 


efore anybody begins a 

business, he or she has to 
See whether it will be economi- 
cally viable, The last two com- 
plicated words simply mean 
that the business should make 
a profit after you have paid off 
your workers, and have seen to 
the expenses of running the 
concern. 


et me give you an example. 
‘A’ wants to set up a factory 





that spins cloth, He will have to 
decide what kind of cloth he 
wants to spir — cotton, 
polyester, silk or wool, So he will 
find out which of these 
materials is the most popular 
and which will bring him the 
most profit. This is what is 
called a market survey. ‘A’ is 
testing the market to see what 
kinds of cloth will sell. 

After he has done this and 
satisfied himself that it is vi- 


ECONOMICS AND YOU 





ECONOMICS AND YOU 


able, he will begin to set up his 
business. 


etting up a business is not 

simple. A’s concern will 
have to follow a lot of laws — 
how much of a minimum wage 
he will have to pay his workers, 
what safoty regulations his fac- 
tory should follow, ete, 

Now all these regulations 
are very important — because 
they concern not only A, but the 
lives of his workers too. 


ut unfortunately, many 
ig and small, do not follow all 
these: safety regulations, Also, 
the government agency which is 
responsible to control such 
regulations fails to, check 
whether they are carried out ex- 


actly as specified. 

‘That is why a lot of accidents 
occur —you read of them in the 
newspapers. 


‘any ‘industries are 
isitteed near sources of 
water — that is, rivers, ponds, 
lakes, ete, 

‘They often dump their waste 
products into this source of 
water. This has created many 
disturbances to our environ- 
ment. People and animals 
living nearby depend on the 
rivers and ponds for their daily 
quota of drinking, cooking and 
bathing water. Just imagine — 
so many people drinking the 
water thatis mixed with all that 
industrial waste! 


‘To be continued. 


gor 
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Page 32 
SUPER SCRAMBLER 


Ganga 
Cauvery 
Narmada 
Tapti 
Sutlej 
Indus 


Sap eyr 


JUMBLE-BUMBLE 
(Fruits) 


1. Grapes 
2. Apple 

3, Orange 
4. Banana 


BLOOMERS! 
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WORD 

QUIZ! WORD PLAY 
1) Quartz 

2) Quiz 1, INTERIOR 


3) Quadruped 2, INTERVAL. 
4) Quake 8, INTERPOL 
5) Quadrangle 4, INTEREST 


CAPITAL JUMBLE 


1) Tokyo 

2) Delhi 

3) Islamabad 
4) Dacca 

5) Colombo 

6) Buenos-Aires 
7) Beijing 


Name of the country — 
UNITED KINGDOM 


Correction 

In our last issue, the ariawer to 
‘CREEPY CRAWLIES' was marked 
wrongly, The correct answers are 
given below. 
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ARABIAN NIGHTS 





hese stories were nar 
rated by the Princess 
Scheherazade, so there 


will be many stories within 
stories! Now lot us hear the tale 
that the Fisherman told the 
Djinn 


THE UNIQUE CURE 


‘n days of yore, there lived a 
Jévs of Roum called King 

Yunan, He was a very able 
and just ruler. But all over his 
body were white patches, which 
everybody thought was leprosy. 
Men from far and near came to 
heal him, but in vain 

At last there came a sage 
called Duban who was well 
versed in the classical lan- 
guages and was also a good 
physician. It so happened that 
he heard of the king's ailment, 
and set forth to the palace to 
try cure him of it 

When the king saw the sage 
his joy knew no bounds. 

“Cure_me of this mysterious 
ailment, O sage!” he cried, "Give 
me some good medicine.” 


“There will be no medicine," 
said the sage, after he had in- 








spected the king. 
tomorrow.” 
The next day, the sage was 
back with a bat and a ball 
"Ride to the playground as 
soon as the sun rises," he said 
“And strike the ball with the bat 


‘as many times as you can.” 


he next morning, as the 
Te rose, the king rode out 

to the playground on his 
open chariot. All the courtiers 


see you 





and ministers were there to 
watch this unique cure. “Hold 
the bat in your palm and hit the 
ball with all your might,” said 
the sage. “The palm should be- 
came moist, and thy body 
should perspire. After having 
played, go and have a bath in 
hot water.” 


The king did exactly as the 
sage told him. That night he fell 
asleep easily, as he had had a 
very tiring day. This treatment 
continued for a week. Soon 
the king had become normal! 
All the pale patches on his 
body had vanished! He was so 
overjoyed that he bestowed gifts 
and clothes upon the sage and 
made him sit beside him in 
court. 


Be comme 





an you guess what was 
( wrong with the king? Yes, 
he never went out into the 
sunshine and his skin had be- 
come pale. Go out and play 
well; sunlight will make you 
healthy and pink 
As is always, the king had 
a Wazir who was very jealous 
and evil too. He hated sage 
Duban and tried to poison 
the king's ears against him. 


“He desires to kill you,” he 
whispered one day at court, 
“Oh, does he?" asked an 
annoyed king. “Listen to me 
carefully. ll tell you the story 
of King Sindbad and his falcon.” 
awn was drawing 
D:=. and Scheherazade 
stopped, 





“What is this story about?” 
asked the sultan, eagerly. 

“Aah!” said Scheherazade, 
“Pil tell you tonight. I am tired 
now and I wish to rest.” 

“Very well,” sighed thesultan 
“You shall live till tomorrow 
morning. Then you shall die.” 

Thus, the third night too 
passed, Now, already three 
nights had’ gone by and 
Scheherazade had not been 
killed, Wit alone had spared 


her. 

The fourth night, the sultan 
was back for the story of king 
Sindbad and his Falcon. 

“Now tell us about this king, 
he told Scheherazade, “Finish it 
tonight, and you shall die 
tomorrow.” 

“Very well,” said Schehera- 
zade smiling, “Listen... King 
Yunan narrates this story tohis 
Jealous Wazir.” 











KING SINDBAD 
AND HIS FALCON. 











here was a king who loved 
T: pleasures of life espe- 

cially coursing and hunting, 
He was called Sindbad, He had 
a falcon which he loved above 


Y all that he possessed. 


The falcon had a gold cup 
tied round its neck to drink from, 
One fine day, a gazelle had been 
brought into the royal gardens 
to be hunted upon. 

“He whose head this gazelle 
jumps over will be killed!” 
proclaimed Sindbad, 


The gazelle bowed low and 
the king lowered his head too, 
in response. At this, it jumped 
over the king's head. Enraged, 
he pursued the gazelle. Finally 
the falcon tore at the gazelle's 
eyes, and Sindbad slew it with 
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his mace. 


Il this hectic run made the 
A: thirsty. As he passed 

under the trees, some- 
thing like melted butter fell into 
the falcon’s cup. As the king 
was about to drink it, the falcon 
pushed it away. This happened 
twice and the king in anger, slew 
off its wings. The wounded bird 
signed to the king to look above, 
and what do you think Sindbad, 
the king,saw? A brood of vipers 
whose poison was dripping 
down! The king, was full of 
remorse. As soon as he reached 
the palace, the falcon fell dead. 
King Sindbad was filed with grief. 
Wazir heard this story and bent 


eames 





his head, 

“Never misjudge one who 
does good to you,” said king 
Yunan. “The sage who cured 
me does not need to kill me.” 

“But...” began the Wazir. 

“| will not punish an honest 
man like the sage,” said King 
Yunan, "Let me tell you another 
such story of _ repentance. 
Listen..." 

At this point, Scheherazade 

ped, 

"UL tell 


sti 





you the story 





tonight,” she said. The Sultan 
nodded his head in agreement, 
‘To be continued 

GITA RAJU. 








This is a story from Red Indian mythology. These In- 
dians who lived on the plains of North America that lie to 
the North of Mexico and to the west of the Mississipi, 
regarded the forces of nature as their gods. 





























Morning Star was the son 


of te Sun. One day he saw @ 4, (camp), and fell in love with 
beautiful young girl named jor, He married her and took 
Soatsaki lying asleep near her }.0+ to heaven, where they lived 

1 with his parents, the Sun and 
the Moon. 

Years later, Soatsaki gave 
birth to a son, Little Star. The 
moon, her mother-in-law, 
/,/; pleased, gave her a pick as a 
LUA present. 

“Never digup the turnip that 


grows near the house of the 
Spider Man,” she warned Soat- 
saki. 


Now, when somebody says 
a thing like that, you feel like 
doing whatever they asked you 
not to do. That is exactly what 
Soatsaki did! She dug up the 
turnip, only to find a deep hole 
through which she saw the 
Earth and her people. She grew 
homesick. 
Gs Zag 
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The Sun grew angry. 

"You disobeyed the Moon!” 
he cried in wrath. 

He wrapped Soatsaki and 
Little Star in an elk skin put 
them back on Earth among her 
people. 

But Soatsaki, unhappy at 
leaving her husband, pined 
away and died. Poor Little Star 
was left alone in the world with 
nobody to care for him. 





Little Star had a sear on his 
face, and the Indians who 
looked after him called him 
Poia or scar-face. Poia grew up 
to be a handsome young man, 
and he fell in love with the 


Chief's daughter. He asked her 


to marry him. 

“What?” she cried, laughing 
merrily, “Marry a scar-face? 
Never!” 

Poor Little Star decided to go 
in search of his grandfather, 
and ask him to remove the scar. 
He travelled towards heaven. 


As he reached the sky, he 
saw Morning Star in fierce bat- 
tle with seven monstrous birds. 
Little Star immediately joined 
him, and slew all seven! 

Pleased, the Sun took away 
his scar. 

“"You are worthy and brave,” 
he told his grandson and taught 
him the ritual of the sun dance. 
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He also made Little Star a gift 
of raven's feathers*, and a flute. 
Little Star returned to earth, 
and with his flute, _ won the 
heart of the Chief's daughter. 
He married her and took her 
back to heaven 
Teamen ore a 
sign thot you belong tothe fami of he 1. 














ip has seen him. Can you help the ship reach 





Kupanna has been marooned on a deserted island, and a 
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'n a valley in the high moun- 

tains of the Himalayas wasthe 
town of Uttampur. It was a 
beautiful town even when piled 
deep with snow during the 
hardest of winters. 

But one day, something ter- 
rible began to happen. One by 
‘one, the children of Uttampur 
began to disappear! It was the 
demon, Jrumbana who lived on 





The Child-lifters of 


the other slope of the mountain 
who kidnapped them. 

Jrumbdna and his hordes 
were well-known all over the 
region, They would move from 
place to place kidnapping 
children, till at last there were 
no children left at all. 


People watched closely 
over their children for fear of 
losing them. They did not let 
them go out to play with their 
friends as they always did. Im- 
agine—the children had tostay 
at home all day — not even go 
to school! 


Una Bhatt was the priest 
of Uttampur. Four of his 
children had already been 
taken away by the demon and 
his servants. 

When Uma Bhatt went 


mare 


home that evening, he asked his 
wife, “Where is Hiran?” 

“He'll be back,” she replied. 
“He's just gone next-door to 
play.” But alas! Hiran did not 
return home that night. And he 
too was lost for ever! 

Months later, Uma Bhatt's 
wife gave birth to a son, 
Mahesh. 

“He isthe only child we have 
now,” cried Uma Bhatt, “We 
must look after him carefully.” 
But soon, Mahesh too was gone. 


The people of Uttampur 
came to Uma Bhatt. 

“Only you can end this prob- 
lem,” they said, But what was 
Uma Bhatt to do? 












‘That night his wife had a 
dream. Shiva, the god, 
seemed to appear to her and 
ordered Uma Bhatt to pray at 
the lake of Manasarovar. 
fahasu will appear before 
him,” said Shiva. “And all will 
Be well.” 

So, Uma Bhatt took leave of 
his wife and the people of the 
town, and began his journey to 
Manasarovar, 





T: was a beautiful lake in a 
beautiful region. Uma Bhatt 
prayed there for many days, but 
in vain. 

“All the food and provisions 
I brought are over,”he thought. 


“Will the lord take pity on me, 


|| or was it just a dream?” 


Finaliy, Mahasu appeared, 

“Make a plough out of silver 
and make its tip of gold,” said 
the god. “And plough the 
western field in your town. You 
will get the answers to all your 
problems.” 


Uma Bhatt returned to 
Uttampur as quickly as he 
could. The town-people wel- 
comed him with cries of joy. 


“Give me all your gold and 
silver jewellery!” he cried, and 
told them of Mahasu’s order. 
‘Soon, the plough was made and 
the western field ploughed. 

Suddenly the earth split 
with a deafening roar, and from 
the rift emerged a horde of 
warrior goddesses. Mahasu 
appeared too, to lead them in a 
ttle against the wicked Jrum- 
bana. 

That was the end of the 
demon's menace. 








Adapted from a script 
by ANANDHI. 
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S. Meenakshi, aged 14, Coimbatore. 


A tale from Africa 
, WO MANY SUNS! 








Loong, long ago, the 
Earth had two suns. For twelve 
hours, the first sun gave light, 
and for the next twelve hours, 
the second sun, gave light. 







Now this became very tiresome to mankind, 
for they too, had no rest. 

“We are constantly having heat and light,” they grumbled. 

“If this goes on, we'll be roasted alive.” 







Now, one of the suns heard this. He was clever, and he did 
‘not want to be hated by all mankind simply 
because he did his duty. 
So he called his friend and said, “O Sun, let's bathe 
in the river today.” 
‘The second sun liked. the idea. 
When they reached the river, the first sun 
pretended to jump into the river, and the second 
threw himself in 
‘Thore was a big sizzling noise, 
‘and a huge wall of toam rose, The second sun was 
quenched! 
Since then, there is only one sun, and the 
‘second sun beeame 






















tefan’ cel Mare is 

oneof thenational 

heroes of Rumania. 

He reigned in 

Moldavia for nearly 
the whole of the second half of 
the fifteenth century. 

In the times of King Stefan, 
Rumania was divided into two 
parts, If became a united 
Rumania only in 1859. 


As king, Stefan fought fifty 
battles. Of these, he lost only 
two! Nearly all these battles 
were against the Turks. 

‘That was because the country 
of King Stefan lay between the 
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kingdom of the eh 
and that of the Christians. 
Since King Stefan was a Chris- 
tian too, he fought against the 
Turks defending not only his 
country, but also his faith. 


After having lost a battle, 
KingStefan was badly wounded 
andtired. Sohe fled tohis castle 
where his wife and mother were 
safely hidden. It was a dark cold 
night, and icy winds blew in 
great gusts and bellows. 

Stefan banged hard at the 
castle gates. 
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“Whoisit?” asked his mother 
peering through a small peep: 
hole at the gate. 

“Your son, 
replied. 

“You lie!" cried the old 
woman. “My son would not 
creep thus to my gates. He will 
come at the head of his vie- 
torious army, not stealthily at 
the dark of night.” 

“Oh, mother,” cried Stefan. 
“Let me in! Iam tired, and my 
wounds are sore!” 

“Ifyou are really my son,” she 


OF 


Stefan,” he 


UN in return. “Get away from 
here. Let not people speak of 
you as a coward and traitor. Go 
away!” 


Quietly, Stefan turned 
away, mounted his weary horse, 
and found his way to the cave of 
& mountain hermit. The hermit. 
gave him some good advice. 

“You may make your country 
a graveyard,” said the hermit. 
“But never, never allow your 
foes to prey upon it.” 

The next morning, Stefan 
was down in the valley, sound- 
ing his bugle. His scattered fol- 


lowers soon gathered around 
him. He sent messengers all 
over the land looking for war- 
riors. 


Then, miraculously, Stefan 
found himself on a mountain- 
side sitting beside an old 
woman outside her hut. 

“What do you want?” she 
asked, : 

“T am King Stefan,” he 
replied. “And I need men to 
fight for the country.” 

“T have seven sons,” she said. 





“It breaks my heart to part with 
them, but they will follow you 
and fight for your cause.” 

Stefan won the battle and 
returned her seven sons to the 
old woman. He gave them seven 
mountains near their home, 
and those mountains still bear 
the name, the Seven Brothers. 

Stefan continued to fight for 
his country. He died of a battle- 
wound as an old man. 

Brave Stefan came to be 
known by thename—Stefan cel 
Mare — Stephen the Great. 
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‘n the southern part of the 
Jers of Sweden, is the 
ingdom of the warriors 
known as the Geatas. It was 
ruled by a king called Hygelac. 
Now Hygelac had a nephew 
called Beowolf who was « hand- 
some, sunny-tempered lad. 

“He'll never make a warrior," 
said his uncle, as he watched 
the child play, “He is so sweet- 
tempered and kind, that I am 
sure, he'll be no good at killing 
anybody.” 

But the boy, though sweet- 
tempered, grew to be a sturdy 
and handsome young man, tall 
and strong. 





‘When Beowolf was nearly 
eighteen, a dreadful news came 
from the country of Denmark. 
Old King Hrothgar had built a 
magnificent hall made of carved 


timber and hung with glorious 
treasures, Now this hall stood 
near @ marshy forest where a 
demon called Grendel lived. He 
had a thick, green hide that no 
sword could pierce. Everyday, 
bards and warriors gathered in 
the mighty hall to sing songs 
and compose new verses, One 
morning, the Danes woke up to 
find their precious hall stained 
with blood and thirty of their 
friends missing! This happened 
night after night, Warrior after 
warrior, sat awake hoping to 
kill the demon, But in vain. All 
of them were killed by Grendel. 










When this news reached 
Beowolf, he decided to go after 
this demon and kill him; and 
prove his bravery to his-uncle 
who still thought that he was of 
no use as a warrior. 

Days later, the coast guard of 
Denmark saw asmall ship come 
ashore. From it alighted 
Beowolf, along with fifteen fear- 
less youths, the Geatas. When 
the warden heard that Beowolf 
and his warriors had come to 
face Grendel, he led them to 
court, where they were received 
graciously by Hrothgar. 

Night fell. Beowolf and the 
Geatas entered the hall, to wait 
for Grendel. 

Time passed. Suddenly a 
great greenish light filled the 
hall, and a scaly hand reached 
out through the door. Beowolf 
immediately grabbed the hand, 
and the demon struggled giving 
out an awful howl. The Geatas 
were startled awake, but they 
could see nothing, do nothing. 
‘The struggle continued in the 
darkness, But as dawn came, 
the demon fled, leaving a scaly 


‘arm and shoulder in Beowolf’s 
grasp. Great was the rejoicing 
among the people of Denmark - 
the demon would surely die 
after such a wound. 

‘That night, as the Geatas 
slept, the doors crashed open, at 
midnight, and a horrible old 
woman entered. She seized one 
of them and rushed off with 
him. Beowolf immediately put 
onhis armour, and followed her. 

The old woman, who was 
Grendel's mother, rushed 
through a marsh and disap- 
peared. Beowolf too, to the hor- 
ror of the Geatas, dived into the 
marsh. 

Bubbles of green light 
smoked through the marsh, and 
slowly it began to clear. 
‘Through it rose Beowolf, hold- 
ing in one hand the heads of 
Grendel and his mother, and in 
the other, the hilt of his sword. 
The blade had melted in the 
monster's poisonous blood! 

After this, Beowolf became 
one of the greatest warriors on 
land. After his uncle's time, he 
became king, and he ruled wise- 
ly and well. 
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‘When Beowolf became old, 
a fire dragon began to plague 
his people. It lived in a cave, 
guarding a great treasure. 
Beowolf decided to kill the 
dragon, and took with him, his 
huge iron shield and eleven 
chosen Geatas. 

At the mouth of the cave, he 
gave a shout. The enraged 
dragon rushed out spitting fire. 
All the Geatas fled in fear, leav- 
ing Beowolf to face the dragon 


alone. But, one young man 
called Wigalf, ashamed of his 
cowardice, returned, to stand 
behind Beowolf. 

“What kind of warrior am I,” 
he thought. “If I flee at the 
slightest danger?” 

The dragon seized Beowolf 
and began to dag him into the 
cave. Wigalf immediately drove 
his sword into the creature's 
heart and killed it. But, Beowolf 
the warrior, was dead. 





The story of Beowolf is one of the oldest in England. 


Bards and minstrels sang of him, keeping his legend alive. 
It was written down in 800 A.D. in the language called Old 
English, but today only parts of the story are known to us. 
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